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ADVERTISEMENT, 



The Editor of the following Papers f^els it a 
duty he owes th^ public to give them some 
account of the Society held at the House of 
Call for Genius, prior to his presenting them 
with Mr. Randall's curious and highly interest* 
ing Diary : he therefore relates, for their edifi- 
cation, the following '^ unvarnished Tale:"-^ 

London, which is the great emporium of 
first-rate, second-rate, and talent of every rate, 
has for a few years past been literally inundated 
with Geniuses of every description, who, from 
the circumstance of not having any settled 
place of resort, have been obliged to wander, 
maunder and cross each other in every direction; 






▼1 



which, added to the usual number of crosses 
that Geniuses meet with in general in every 
direction, rendered their state truly pitiable. 
Mr. Randall, who is a man of the most acute 
feeling, and capable at times of awakening it in 
others, long and deeply lamented their melan»- 
choly condition. ^ His tenderest sympathies 
were awakened^ and he generously resolved to. 
open his House for their reception. He did 
SO"— and his wjdl-known respect, (and indeed 
regard,) for public character, and private opi** 
ni<»ii induced him to note correctly the pro- 
ceedings of each night, which at his leisure he 
poetized ; and now, with that timidity which is 
the usual concomitant of Genius, he tremblingly 
unveils them to the eye of the world. 

R. BREAKWINDOW. 
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CANTO I. 



X WAS ten o'clock^ and sounds of cattle 
Were heard, for Tom Trot's bran new Raiile*, 
From Tothill Fields, came trotting down. 

Flinging the gutters in the air. 
Alarming all the peaceful Town, 

And making all the Natives stare. 

<i^ Carriage. 



4 JACK RANDALL'! DIARY, 

And with him came Jack BandaH tight, 

The/bpingf touting, tftat^gBladf, . . 
Who never yet bi^h shewn in fight 

The vnowi-whiie Feather^s daaming shade*. 
They toon alightedy-^-then came in,—- 

And, after having took a fill 
Of Sirip-me'naked, or of gin. 

Or prime blue ruin, which you willf, 
Tom took the Qliiaic,---«l)4>«eii|oiil.Jai;li:, . 
To whiiitle in ahopefutJRKcl; 
Of GeniusVwhoiitmiiiirlUmit: > 

But when they taav Tim in .ibci^Ghvin 
They sent forth such a jie0/rmug'jAm^i» ,i ■ ^ 

As made the jSfmtfr.Q^us slAflf^ ^ 

* To shew the white feathtr, is to prove himsetf a coward. 
t Varions names given by the modtrn Greeks to gin. 
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Says Tom, '' My iEab;Pn( gl^dto see ^ 

We Ve such a 'namerouB Family; 

And^ as His fit witbouttttore boas^ngv ' 

That soon wr4hoidd«bifiiiieiiee^our toasting, 

1 11 fill my Cup with ' liquid flame/ 

And let each Kiddy do the sattii^a 

And now, my Swells, v^e 'il ^ipe so^cessl^ 

To that which makesus laurels win-^ 
To that great €Olbfoft ^aild distress,^- i 

That sparkling fluid, Dcaifs ^ih?' 
Jack Randall then rdipfiiientTOBe, 

And said, ** Tomf's specdi were juit'as fiiie. 
If he would edi thatjfb-M of &d^s 

By that genteekrn^xaO'^WkiU /Ftncf. 



• To 4^j)e, is to driDk. 

t The usual name given to this exhilarating cordial; in tli^ 
upper circMs. ' ' ' 



^ JACK RANQAtJUlAfARY, 

Made Dick; fiv be <»w^bfc»«tU JHiA* 

And smg blf^^rum,\v thfc hoiir»5 ' 
R«^ spcedfly, and '* hop'd to twig 
A little what wa0 l^'d Btteiitioii, 

And swore that Ww A*i .«»<«•** **^' 

Tom Trot was free from reprAeniio«- 
(And said,) I '11 teH je what, Ay I*** 

The Kids with which this room is crammM, 
Might hope \xk titoeirto inoaotlwidJride us ; 

But if they do it, I'llhed-rr^-rrrd, 
While we Vie got jfiaU and gin beside w« 



. • » 



i«4- 



« Talk Fittsb and drink sin; •where- Dkk scqtuied^tliae' 
acdMBplishmentBy lire are at a loss to guess. 
t Horses. 



t 



itxxask^ r- d /'. iQ 
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Tom took the Cl^ir^|,.%5gJft.^.«iv|L-^. .„, i' 
And hewj^» oi^;4 t«4ti<V"^P.f»ffAr> . 

And ten me. Covet, OJ}^ ^1^9 A*, ^'^"nrt^i : 
Would be blow*d j^g^ QT^^^t^'4')'^^^} 

Tom had not half a ^or^^f* R^Mr'd, , , ^ 

Before Jack Rftndfjl S!? q/^irfAiff , 

Which soon he tippfd tj^e Pgqiy^iiy, , , ./ 

Now if Trot*8 speeches yre 're ^t9.i9tKi> , 
To stomach such j n|f a^ fbw 
Although Bill Gibbons he v^y,:\f!;air^ 

Just like a cat ^ga^nst the w^pd^^ 
And like such conduct ; I can't bear 

To see it, till py (fflprligWs hl^^df.'' 

• A pi^Q of sea slang, 
t mi he is &(tfid drttnfc<^ivti»9»cated, &c. 
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M JACK SLAMMUii^mAXY, 

The Cbpei juit herej, began to ckeer kioij, 

And Flabefiy cried out '' Hear faim! bear him V* 

Which being seen by IPine» they, gave 

To Dick the g^y circling cop^ 
To dtp Ai» fteoAi Ae|> in the wa?^ 

While PMUy Vbherty started up* 
His coHor*, Flaherty 'gan to dofl^ 
And, after having tossM c)ean off 
A tumbler full of Str^Hnc-Mmked, 

To give lij» aerres the profMr tone. 
He rose, and Iran his irmttiax raked 

An eloquence«<«*<Ai ! quite his own. 



** Gemmen, (says he,) You aU well know» 
- The joy there » whene'er we meet^ 

•HiBliat. 



It 's what I calt ittprimm Gbt^ ^ - ] CI 

And, rigMy nasi'd^ 'tia^^ qmkeairtaiJ f i . 

But if you fall ft.lqiiftbblittg th«8> f 

I fear me every fle^ ifiB roe it; : "' 

You Ve kick'd up v$uch a deo'Hsk fuu, 
ife// '8 quite a-mivim^r-AocMtf li&to vt.^^ 



*Twa8 clear to see thia piece of «ril 
Of Paddy Flaherty's waa a hit» M 
For grins, and smflea, and all the ceoaiiia 
Of laughs, cameiii each face by doEenat' 
They beggM faioi to go on ; but he. 
Although he lik'd the company. 
Was Irish to the very letter, 
Aud Hk'd the Strip^me^naked^htVixr^ ^ 



>-iu«Ba4aMata 
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* The finest tiling possible. 



m JACK RANDMITi^ DIARY, 

He grumbled down, IfA Arid; "BoMd 
The Spbeckes'^r^re^ it waif q(h\te tax-iwbrk 

To bear them/* when ^t* tqpr^af ^Lad^ 
Whose face \ooV'A*ilie^MyWte^xvax*t»ark , 



And said, '^ If ll'er they "were beholden 
Unto a Cove, that it was now. 

For Paddy in a second toid tbeih. 
That all they did wasntaife a Row.*' 



Just here there ivie a deaf^nibg cYamonr, 
When Tom drew ^iik his wooden iratrimer. 
With which, as loud m be was aUe, 
He silence knocked upon the Tabkf; 
But silence wouM have cOme as sooti. 
Had Tom just ask'd it of the Moon. 



\ 



CANTO L n 



He threw the h^mimer down in scorn; 
And, as the first faint rays of Mom 
Were through the easements stealing in^ 

And at the keyhole of the door. 
And brightning all the upset gin. 

That lay in eddies on the floor ; 
Tom Trot, at the approach of day. 
Thought it most wise to steal away, 
And with him went the choicest sprites. 

That kept the Flash and Fun alive; 
Kids, who had provM in Attic nights. 

The primest bees in Randall's hive. 



BND OF THB FIMT CANTO, 



CANTO II. 
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CANTO II. 



Who has e^er been at Randall's at day-break ? and 
seen 

Hie first gleam of ligbt from the Ea^t stealing in» 

And brightening. the white chalks that on the Tap- 
door, 

Mrs. Randall has scored; and the pipes oq the floor. 
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That, broken and cradc'd, have fell from the hands 
Of the Coves who love light-twist*, at evening to 

cheer 'em? 
Wholove'them when sleeping, for 8treteh»d on' the 

sond. 

Are the Owes rather ctt/t> ^^ somnahulaice near 

. ■ •'■,-•''.> 

'em. 



Who has e'er been at Randall's, when twilight has lent 
Inexpressible charms to this huh'Crib, and sent 
All those who were Swipers, yet h&ted the day. 
To witness the spot where their feet lov*dta stray? 
When the light that is streaming from newly-lit Gas, 
Sheds its ray on' the taptabkis^ bcrietesi ani panes, 



♦ Tobacca. f Tipsey. 



CANTO n, 19 



And illumes tbe lights-wit, ^t now shines in 
glass. .'--^ , • ».,.,.....',. ..ii. 
Of tbe Soakers that sit in sweet Chancery Lane. 






This night, just at ninei thie Kids 'gan to dtppi^in^ 
But seem'd un4etei:p[iin'd &r giM^g; Pr^Stoj^ng ; 
Which I tbpugfht unbandspmex-^fDr inpst pf ;t^c|n 

I'd got all Qn. purpose for th^in, clean and readf « 

A,ln'mrnt\^JjKxhfiSffgooiPj^m.e-w^rt^^ 

(A ilame.Trot thought g(\l|tee]ejr for., ipintban^ the 

And I longed just as much as a beau at a ball, 
To shew off \n prime styk, or a wit with bis fiin- 



so JACK RAMDALUft DURY, 

And Hwat my intention, when tbe Chair gave a caU 
For blue ruin, to set this " right $ort qf Huf* 
running. 

/ • 
That Wiggins was punctual, oh ! none of us durst 

For an instant dispute— -he was one of the first 

Thsitpeg^d up his castor^; for every one knows. 

If there 's one that admires the primest tf 60% 

Much more than another of all the prime men. 

That for guitling it, meet, each night at our JCai, 

'Tis Wiggins, who's up^to (or may I be undone,) 

Each Gm $hop the highest and lowiest in London. 



iggina> who long'd to taste the tap, 
InduIgM himself in swaggering speeches, 

* HoDg up his hat. 



CANTO n. . , n 

Nor ceasM^ e'eo when tbat Kiddy chap, 
Tom Trot, in bis .white-corded breeches^ 

And new top-boots^ came stalking inj 
And sung out " Jack, let 's take the shine 

Out of a Go* of Deady's gin, 

Genteely nam'd by Flats--' IVhite Wine.' '' 



Now Wiggins seeing Trot forgot. 
Or either was too prpud to do it. 

To make apology on the spot. 
For being thus behind his time. 

Which every one who reads must feel^ 
Whether 'tis told in prose or rhyme. 

Is conduct highly ungenteel. 



.. * A measure well known by the frequenters of fauA-crtA^, 
whether swiggers of gin, or any other exhiliratuig cordial. 
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Resolved the Chairman now shoilld rue it; 
Or try what lots qf brass the Lad, 
From ever-bounteOU8 Nature had/ 

To raise a row, and then get through it 

And thus, without more slum^, began,-«^ 
" I think, my tight-ones, we're a set 
Of pretty Blades as ever met. 

Over some flowing Pot-house can, 
To settle, without botheration. 
The rigs of this here tip'top nation. 
Now, if a Chairman happened* once 

To disappoint, without much doubt, . 
They M mill the Cfi^ve, or crack his sconce, 

And then, by Goles, they 'd kick him out. 



Bother, 



CANTO n. 28 

S6 why diould we waste time in cW/^, 
In canyasfiingsueh Hiinsy matter ? 
If this Corinthian were the Sun^ 

And we could not well do without him. 
Why then, '/or certcs* I for one, 

Should he the last to jeer and flout hinfi ; 
But, oh ! no sun is he whose heam 
Of wit illumes lifers muddy stream; 
The pithy term that from me flew. 
Was, like the Horse Guards* clock, most true ; 
Corinthian^ he is, as duU,zndi solemn. 
As any old CorinlhiaEi column ; 
Or column in the Tory papers, 
By C — nn— g wrote, when in the vapours. 



Wiggins having done, Tom Trot 
Took his new castor from his head. 



M JACK BJ»D!iBIAr /DIARY, 

And said, that " He, fop we, ^bad gqir 
AmusM by what ibe Ge«Mnt&^d: 
He would not say, 'twas wit, or sense^ 
But this he;iaiieir#^^'twa8 doqiiciice^ . 
Of just the order Wiggins nourishes^ 
So frothy, and so fine \n;fiouri$he$f 
So fillM with iwiMtSf and nutvy eurU^ 

To make us welUbred Nartfres stare. 
Such light and shade, and Mg^'tagtmrh, 
That all who l\aird him raust^deobre^ 
InJUnirishing,)i\m^to(tntn*i 
Whether he hath, oi« not, the /Mii i 



M 't 



* This Wigipns aodoabtedly is,^ indeed he has been 
^aUawed to be, the best JUmukgr of aacient or asodem>time| 
by isiddkti whose jodgmeats may, in Ihto afiilr^ be relied 
vfien* 



, -r 



I €ASTOU^ 1 tft 



And grant him^tip a tbing" so' raife^' . ^ - J « 
The first of all Tijii Sauyer»* Ihere/^^ 



w ■' ;* '! 
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He stopp'd, but w6%k\A bare spoke 8galni—> 

But RandaJV^i^b as swift a pacei 
As summer lightning ^follows rain> 

Came in to teU a doklut €ase ; 
Axid the first wcHrda the Bvjgkr said* . . 
Were, " By Jbke Kmpig JingQ, Ned, 
A thing has diancM wbieb is undoing; 

As I op'd wide the edlar door. 
By Crib ! I saw ray prime blue ruin. 

Running like /tin about the floor ; 



* A top mmifer, signifies a man that is a maiter genhu in 
aa^ prafession. It is a piece of Norfolk ^tmgy and todk its 
rise from Norfolk being a great timber coonty, where the 
t&p sawyers get doable the wages of those beneath then. 
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And 80 by all that^^K prime^ and Hgkt, 
No gin, my Ladg, you *\k get to-ni^^t." 



The Chm*wa> goings thig doughty NobheTf 
To call a cut-purse, thief, and i^bber, 
A fellow, who was fit at most. 
To scrag*, or nap the wiruUHg posif. 
But Wiggins, that good*hearted fellow. 
Who wished to make again all mellow. 
Rose up, and said, ** The loss of gin. 

Was doubtless great ; but by the taper^ 
That Dav^fX ^^^ ^ ^^ came in, 

* 

He stoop'd, and pickM up this small paper; 



* To hang. t To be transported. 

t Randall's man. 



• -- CANTO n. ar 

And from what little he could see, 
'Twas WUi^or^lM, or Poetry.' - - ■ 
And though they loi»t their gin that night, 

'Twas e)9Ar that here- was somathing found, ' 
And therefore hegg'd'the smiks so bright. 

Might still bie seen careeringm>und.'* 
A cry was here ef " Read — read — read," 
And Wiggins, bekig kind ^^ in deed 
As well as word,'^ first bkw his nose, 

And then in that sweet strain began. 
So often heard with joy by those, 

V^io know this hi^ly-gifted man. 



JACK RAMMU/B PURY, 



" To THOMAS TfiOT, Ebo-^' 

*' Sweet Trot, had I a diaaMMid pHi* 

I'd seek the Coai Hdb's* deepest gtasi. 
Which you so oft Iprith Diadys gi9^, 

Fill high, and then exulting pats; 
And on its face with this same pen, 

I 'd tell eaeh porter-quaffiiig kmty 
Tom Trot, thejirrmetf-^ntof men^ 

Chose death with ghi, to life without* 



'< Oh, say, doth Wit, or Oenius lie 
In Randall's*, or in Higman's* Cdl ? 



Three well-koown public houses. 



CANtOn. 

Or« doth young Heasure's balmy iigh. 
Capricious, scorn ebe^b^re to dweB I 
'Tis true that Fgmtg often there; 
Is seen on every WiiidMr chair ; 
But Wit and Gemus sepm to meet . 
In such a rdf^aA, Jw retseat. 



*' Can nothing vake ^lee firom the drtaDi? 
Or, art thou suokin Pleaaure'a stream 
So deep, that levery* keen shaft gltdes^ 
like sunbeams o'er the smiling tides? 
If so, farewell ! Wit's diamond pen 

Shall teH the world, from k>rd to lout, 
Tom Trot, the primest — ^first of men. 
Chose death with gin^ to life without; 



I 



80 JACK RANDALIi'ft DIARY. 

The Kids were pleased at this rum skit. 
And Tom declarM it wa$.a bitu r . ,k > 
So neatly wrapp'd ip Fhyme and wit. 
That if he knew the author, be i 
Would civilly beg his company 
At Randall's, — where he'd find bim ready 
To treat him with a pint of Deady. 

The Coves at this prime liberal speech. 
Thus spoken fay the fiest of men^. . . 

Sent forth a loud applauding screechy^ ^ 
And each then left the Eandall'« Ken. 



x^ 



BND OF THE SECOND CANTO. 
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piY Friend, Mr. Randall, fearing tibat he might. 
bore tod oheaviiy,, de€iine9r^nMMig^tlie. reader 
with any more of his Diary, . Until he ^eesnvbether 
the LadiB >of the Fambksjkmcyi him. Shoiddtthey) 
be tasteless enough not to vote him a Trtemp, he 
fears this will be both his first; and last Poetic at- 
tempt. It may appear affectation in one so intimate 
with Mr. R. as myself; to come piping in withiny 
lamentations; btt justice 16 Gonitis obliges me tioi 
say, that should this unhappy ficcfarrenoe: take 
place, none'wiU kment <Mr. Randall'sr a)yM'ii|gr)Mi 
rags a gallop from the ^PotH0 ring, iaore;({leeplj{i 
Sind mor^ sincerely, than ' '^^ T^ ^..-t v 't / 

ROBERT BREAKWINDOW. 



Hope, which may be significantly termed the 
Bottle-holder of the mind, ^tiU wfai^ers me that my 
Friend is once more putting in his claim to be cod- 
sidered as an accomplished Fibber, and that bis 
declaration of'' cutting his stick/' is all— -a Flam. 



Mr. Breakwinpow now takes the liberty of sub- 
mitting to the Public Eye, what he denominates, 
HIS Minor Poems. He commences with Three 
Pbrodies^ as being of more general interest than 
those that follow, which the Reader will perceive 
were written on the passing occurrences of the 






AIR,— « The Legacy,** 

Whbr in gaol I sball calm recline, 

Bear my best coat to some Pawnbroker near; 
Sbew bim bow stylbb tbe gilt buttons shine. 

And ask 'bim a price tbat is not too dear. 
Bid bim not searcb for Bank Notes in tbe pocket. 

For tbey were lugg'd out to discbarge an old debt ; 

' < ■' • 

And all tbat be '11 find will be an old locket 
Of Sal's, wbicb sbe gave me tbe last time we met.. 

Wben tbe use of eacbgtn can is o'er. 
Sack them, and take tbem over tbe way. 

For I know tbe Cove, and be '11 lend you more 
Tban any Flat can afiS)rd to pay; 



U nSKOR POBIM. 

Bid him not turu 'em up for Ihe rincioi^ 
That oftentimes lies at the bottom so dim» 

But tell him, my old one, without any mincing, 
You mopp*d them imi^j^mfwhBfm3i$h%A^m tohim. 

Take thjen tlM&^glaai, ii4ii|^.|ho^MMM<^iQ^ 
With Inriglit/Mi^i fliwMi, vibi^h apt ingi for Jum 
...:.[ yejt^,.'. 4.; ..•,...>,: /-inn -.r.' ;^tr^;; jJcg ma^ ;rci 

And think bow ^iii it w«>'?«%^nl dMr^^liiQii^, 
And badi'donr npe%i in %h^Oe^]$iM^ t^^. 

And wonder notv if <i*^wiBeipsp»Q|^iiri^^ H . 
As intently you gaze on this cup o^er, and o'er, 

A Go of blue ruin sboddiataitii^iVillNnit, rV > 
The inside qfyaur mkiie^^nedkia wai once inofe. 



i". „.-,■'. i. 11.. >..:-^ . .. ♦ ^ — • --J- J ./'.^i.. Jt ;^' 



* Drank ap the remainder. 
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BOEUSi tft 



'Tis the IfliM: ghfes <if Cltt^ ^ ' '* - ' 
Left sptfkKffif alone>^ '' \ »^- ^' •' 

AU its rosy eompinioilif'i ' '^^ • - ' 
Are c/^an'd oti/ and gone ; 

No Rsd Foit/is aifh/^ -2. .? J 
To rival her blosbesi''' ' m ^ 
Or giaddoi my^^tfjbri ^* * > ^'''* 

I 'fi not leave tlMtt^'^bjfMi tone 4ne,' 

As the bowk sre aH eiti|ii]i'j ^^ • 
Thou loo shalt go doNm. 



I* t 



4^ Mr. Breakwindow here, we snspecty ains at a pan. 

Noie by the PMiahers, 



Tlius kiiMUy I drink up v 
Each drop of pure red^ 

And fling the bright giolitet 
Clean over my^ head. 



' i: 



So soon may Da»e FmHioe 

Fling me o'or her Jietd,: - 
When I quit briouniitig ^^agies, 

Audtaidk to bed. ^ 
When Cbampaigne is exhausted. 

And Burgundy^s gone. 
Who would leave .«fen CAaret 

To perish talone! 



•t 



I I 
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Oh ! Tommy, l^rilliUMii gang wstb ine> 

Norsigb to quit a mrnl 8ky»^ . •' 
Can new frock coats have charms for thee^ 

Or prime top-boots delight; thine ey« ^ 
No longer dtesis'd in hobmiiA abocsy 

Can'st thou resign the vulgar <^oudt»-«» 
Can'st thou their sports aodpaslimeslosej, 

Where thou weptknidest'of tbe loud? 



I . 



Oh ! Tommy; wh«i at Bandalfs mb^ • 
Wilt thouinot cast a wUb behind. 

Wilt thou not mourn the rustic bib*. 
Which for my sake thou hast resignM ? 



•^ — ^ 



* A Smock Frock* 
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Can neai light oaths, or tifhiffs qf smoke, 
Atone to thee idr ibat choice croud, 

In which you told th^ ^om-out j6ke, 
And laughM the loudest of the loud^ 






Oh! ToDimyi.can'st thou long to meet 

With squeezingSy duch as, o^er and o'er. 
They taste who seek to get a seat. 

By lingv^ring at the gallery door ? 
Say, should the mdney-taker bawl 

'* No room/'— will it thy sunshine cloud, — 
Will mem'ry thbfte choice scenes recal. 

Where thou wert loudest of the loud ? 



And when at last in gaol you He, 
And breathe St. George's balmy air, 
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Wilt thou repress each rising sigh, 

And think thyself the pnmest there ? 
And wilt thou thy (ast six-pence view, 

Tum'd out to treat some vagrant croud, 
Nor wish again those hours that flew, 

Where thou wert loudest of the loud ? 
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ON THE FIGHT BETWEEN 
RANDALL AND TURNER. 

All hail to the Cove, see his doxies have crowii'd him> 
With gin-dripping shamrocks just pluck'd from 
the plain. 
See the Captain*, and Caleb*, are chuckling around 
him. 
As he ofiers to scuttle a nob o'er again* 
Ah ! £rin, be proud of the boy you have got. 
And toast his sweet name in the water qflifef; 



* Captain Barclay and Caleb Baldwin, trainers and betters 

on Randall. 

It 

t Gin. 
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Drink joy to his doubk-^upsi! strength to bis diot*. 
And a laurel each time he embarks inthe strife. 

Oh the leak that beam'd gaily on Turner's clear brow. 

Glitters still in the wind both purely and bright, 
"^ougb the fast springing buds are close clipp'd 
, round it now. 

Yet the leak is but robbed of the glare of its light. 
Say, thou Skakspeare qf Fancy men, who could resist 

Hhit Fibber, the Touter, the tight Bit qf StmF> 
The man who Vvkevf head-work, and whose mutton fist 

Could have tipp'd e'en a young ran^ant bullock 
enough. 



* A peculiar blow that Randall has the power of givingi and 
denominated aviong the Fancy^ *' Randall's shot." 



48 Mipxammmm^ 

Let students and poets, in bowers of learaiDg, 

Jtei wl out. tibw mistei^ 
Be^d^^ the wildfpii^ftMra^iht ouFft'lbe bright hopes, 

' Which e'en Whea'jdclro^iaf bur day4ig^$ we see, 
The chance but ofJUnging our man on the ropes, 

. Or of bdringa, cuktnm&r ^own on the knee. 

We V^ juM like the flowers ;that Uoom in that cHme, 
Where, all. sorts of sun^shining sweet^meats are 
•■ eaten,.,. •; S i\ 

Blushing on, blooming on, through the whde sum- 
mer time, 
And whose value's not known till most soundly 
they *re beaten* 



MtKOH rOfiMS. 4i 

'Us then that their soft rosy fi^gmricy glows, 
And expands with ddight as their strength dies 
away/ : 

And we, when the darei hrtght, torrent-like, flows. 
Prove our worth hy our nobt heing board-Kke and 
gay. 



r « f ' * » 






TO THE 



PUGILISTIC RING. 



Farswbll to the ring, where my claret' stained glory 

Arose and obscured the prime dons with my fame, 
I abandon b^ now^ but, Boxiana, thy story 

Shall render quite fadeless ibe Nonpareil's name. 
Oh, sad is the heart that can say " the deuce take 
her," 

To Fame, when she 's backing a blade of the fist ; 
But Turner I've clear'd out; and Martin the Baker, 

I'd very near put on the Bankruptcy list. 
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Then blame me not, Kids, Swells^ or Lads of the 
Fancy, . 

For opening a lush-crib* in Chaneety Lane, ' 
An appropriate spot 'tis^ you jloubtless all can see, 

Since.^aif I ha?e plac'd there and let out again. 
Farewell then, thou ring, whence I first drew my glory 

Farewell to Bill Gibbons, Tom Owenf fareweU, 
And when to Gre^oms you 're tdUng some <H^ 
milling story. 

Then think on Jack Randall, the prime Nonpa^l. 



■••^■-^'•■•-••••^■i***"* 



• APaUtfiHowe. 

t Two of his bottle-holders and supporters. 
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'■'".■■ _in -^li^,,- , 



Mr. Randall's loss, (like Miss O'NcHV retire- 
ment,) wa»4o decf4y felt> that; at the desire of scfc- 
ral6«iiikn]to«of the Fancy ^ I addressed the folbwi^ 
shoft<* J^Mti^r- Epittle to faim;^ Sapdrkcripitin, 
" Motrin tll»0m ^Okancery Laner * ' ' ' 

.;;.•; ' . . ^ > •. j//:nr ^i 

'FntthM, ^Hnghtly^lRandalb^y, 
Now the gloves you Ve thrown ^away,^ ^'^ 

'^FeeUyou ilioreiat ease, than When - ^' • 

You broke th«-heads and ribs of men ? 

O, grows your hand more firm aad^^steady; ' 
In handing out the cheering Deadyf 

' * ^ ' ' ' . 

QQee^ you were the chief ddUght 
Of those who lo?'d a bit qf Figkt, 
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And sought by thfti cmglomutfiUbn^j* 
To keep alire the milling n^m /» n ' ^ ' 
And though, my Randal^ yow itteichterfu*, ' 
Yet all the fibbing Blade* arc teariUl. 



For, since you 're cut the Hdy tHing, 

And cut the Genmen of the ring, 

'JThey clearly see, beyond all doubt. 

The milling candles all snufi^d out, 

And to their sorrow find, my tight one, 

That you, though last, was still the bright one. 



* A word made use of by Mr. Randall at his examinatioii 
at Bow Street, a short time since : being asked by the Magis- 
trate if he knew any thing of the tnmnltaovs affilir then' 
before them, he replied ** Oh, yes, a conglommieraHem qf ttdhr^ 
had assembled in Battersea Fields to fig^t,^ &c. ^c. 



4i mmmvim§8. 

So me^ u^ Nonpareil, ihey 're got; ; 

To shuffle up a pretty lot 

Of sweet respects, in proper teBse< — ' 

Just suited to a man of sense. 

To beg that you '11 relieve their pain. 

By nobbing in the ring again. 



, . fi 
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To CALEB BALDWIN, Esq. 



i... ., -^ t 



Sweet Caleb ! 'neatb whose genial beam. 
So many sons of slaag have sprung tp life ; 

And, taught by tbee, hare quaffed i)it Dea^\ 
stream. 
At Belcher's, or at Randall's seat of strife. 



How must the Muse lament, that, far away. 
At TothiU Fields, or Westminster's dominions. 

Thou shedd'st thy mild and evanescent ray, 
Thou brightest feather in the Fancy's pinions. 

e 
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Some wiDtry night, when with Bill Gibbons, round 
The RandftU's fire we ait io quiet state. 

Oh ! may we hear thy cheerful footsteps sound. 
And see thee toddk in with heart elate. 



If so, I swear, e'en at the Fancy's shrine. 
The jpriflMS^ f^nj^m^-fiofetf that wilbin 

Ihe deepest quartern ever flow'd, is thine.;— 
I know that nothing tempts thy soul like gin. 



» »i 
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To Mr. MARTIN THE BAKER, 



Ssi (ijBf tBiOwf tdnif 



THE SCIENTIFIC CABBAGE. 



Thou Master of the Rolls, whose potent fist 
Has swept the garden stuff dedu off the list; 
Accept this tribute without jeer or gibe. 
From one fond votary of the milling tribe, 
liong may'st thou, man qf crumb, make claret fk>Wy 
And bury thy fist in flesh, as well as dough*. 
Knead all the Coves as tight,— -and close, 
As the Cabbage, who did gather 



* Towards the middle of the figbt, the report says, '< Mar- 
tin literally buried his fiait in the body dT CaMwge/ 



.j» 
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Himself compact, to aroid the blows^ 
Like^A»cAwe^(| in rainy m^tlyaf*^ . 

Since Randali's mighty genius gotie. 
The ring 's scarce worth the looking x>n; 

Crib gets the gout/ 

And can't come out t 
And Turner ^ now too Alt to fight; 

And Carter's slumf 

Mo more can hum; 
And Bonndly/s bid the world '' good night*" 
So to thee w^ looitnoWi scientific Martini^ 
To shew (he Cbves the tricks thott ^rt smart In. \ 



* Ckiekweedf it is well known, possesses this bwromeier-Uke 
qmdily. * ' - 

t fl!lwn-»AsigiteB» gm rn m. . neattn^tiiMisrof.iris self- 
elected champiim have pretfy well esqnred^ 



«« 
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€o 9ll^r« J&amter/ 



0»i i^» /a/tf PueiHstic Combat with iU renowned 



igz 



TOM OLIVER. 



Ob, Painter! tiimi Jf^til, whonri. dame Nature owns, 
Vor painting the /(/ir, thej^A» and the bones, 
Iji pc^Qurs cerulean,— 'wbose brigbtitkited hue 
jCopld b«i4rsiwiii out» mjoid om, by.na ooerbut you. 
Rejoice in your laareb^ and lunj^the fiill cup; 
Let your old heart with tnuinph^ and joy be 
elate. 
For in milting tough Tom, and sewing him up, 
You 'ye pror'd your execuHvt poweri nuMl great. 
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-■, j( 
Thou Baphael of fency ! your fist was the hruih. 

And Tom's head was the palate, where many a bhtth 

Of the crimson was drawn ; but the blue ' and th^ 

hlacki 
V<>u contriv'd to extract from his chest and his 

hack. 

Your powers of handling we saw in a trice^ 

When your hunch qffive* tickled his muns, and 

Uien rihb'd him ; 

And your genius for keepings for just hke a Tice^ 

You held the old boy while you faccf^d and 

fibVd him. 

4 



* The milliog hand is often figuratiTely termed-^'' tU 
hunch i^fioe.'* 



f 



Oh ! when Sir Thomas, by that Miliar Time, 
I^ seotyif// trot to that <}elicu)U8 climes 
Where Rubens dwells, and Titian takes the air. 
Thou Painter, fit for such a station rare, 
Come up to town, and stand for the Profinsor's 
Chair. 



<'» '.' ' 
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WRITTEN ON A PANE OF GLASS 



▲T THE 



" Hole ik the Wall/* 



Oh ! would ye know the poet's home> 

Or where my soul delights to stray ? 
'Tis where the choicest spirits roam*— 

'Tis where wit's brightest lightnings fixfp 
Oh ! Randall's is the blessed spot^ 

So fem'd for tales of fun and slaughter^ 
And there 'twill be Bob's happy lot^ 

To drink sweet poison— -rum and water. 
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I 'd sooner fit in Randy's tap, . 

With Wiggins, and Dick Welborn round, .\ . 
And bashful Flaherty, that sweet chap. 

Whose Toice none ever heard the sound. 
Than epter the genteelest door. 

E'er own'd by duke or lord in power ; 
Where frothy compliments, like poor 

Pad nags, are let out hj the hour. 



In future times, whcui we are' gone. 
And Tro4 beneath some stone is laid. 

And Welbom^s earthly race is run. 
And I, poor wretch ! am in the shade :— • 

I mean that time when we are dead^ 
And worms hare, in some luckless minute. 



ff# lAMOEPOBMiS. 

Commetic'd a search oil PUtheriy^B bciad. 
As if to find some brains within it •*— - 



Some wight ahall eaH up ^ many stares^ 

From aome fresh A>^ with bran ntvthai on^ 
By shewing for'-iovietdi^/^ the x:hairs 

On which we all so oft have sat on. 
And he shall say/^'/ Here^ft was seen 

Tom Trotf with ruin in his dandle*,'^ 
And Wiggins oft in this haa been,^— 

And in thia.elbow sat Jack Bandall/' 



€t 



Poor Lads ! they.lov'd the j^urc li^lu. wet, 
Nor were th^ oC a row a^idf-— 

* With a glass of ^ in his hand. 



POBMB. M 

Poor Lads ! they 'yc paid the general debt>«-<- 

llie on^ fUbt each erer paid. 
Yet let no creditor in ire^ 

Make some radi.uniekntkigvaw;. > 
For all the kit were lads aijire. 
And if they 'ye luck — ^they are so now.'' 



^% 
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▲ FRAGMENT : WITH^ Nfyrm* 

9Y TEBJ^TR BICHARD RANGEM^ ESQi 

Immortal Randall ! Thou whose fadeless name 
Stands like a «un-burst on the scroll of Fame, 
Inspire the Muse, who seeks in votive lays. 
To sing thy god-like deeds, and hymn thy praise* 

The Muse is right, who hath auspicious popt 
Upon thy birth, and says that thou wert dropt 
In that most sacred spot in all our Isles, 
That 's 'neath the patronage of great St. Giles: 
There, in some cellar, didst thou, chief of men ! 
First breathe the air,— but if thou didst— what then ? 
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The Ajacian* Wanderer* whom Fate so kind> 
Permitted long to ruffian all mankind. 
First saw the li^ht within soine secret cell* ' ^ 
Whi^lionebaliBlioe^hlacks wereflfHowed to dWeJF; 
Gazed on the scene his soul disdained to own, ' 
And fleetly strode from soot-bags to a throne* 
That mighty Popef, whose iron-fisted sway, 
Rome trembling ownM, and ownM but to obey ; . 
Who in the Capitol run so many rigs. 
Once fed his appetite by feeding pigs.. 

But luckless they in obscuration hurl'd. 
Compared with thee who lU-up half the world. 
Or half the world's first city— just the same. 
When quite a boy, and fearless seeking famiie. 

r 

* Napol^n Baonaparte. t Sixtns the Fiftlk 
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Oft ha^wre seal him«t tke twilight hour. 
Start mid a hail««tonBy and defy its power ; ' 
With ladder poa'^ioofi left arm, toreji on right. 
Swift through'thekneft be wings hid eagle fl^ht, 
Touchea each wi€k<^aU make the kiiidrefiini. 
And countless lamps, inspired by Randall^ bum. 

Such was his toil, when one night coming home. 

Some «u;e// unafarfl, who 'd been out to roaih 

In search of lank, oraome delicious gtg 

The mind delights in, when ^tis in prime twig,*^ 

Some precioiis piece <^laughter*loyiDg/liit, 

The soul can look on calmly when 'tis done. 

And to itself in bitter moments say, 

" Think on the kiddyUh spree we had on such a 

^ day!" 
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This swell, boweyer; whcf8e;/toA tiame wntf-B^b,^ 
Brush' d agatlut Jack, and fait him 6n lAititokP'; 
When Jack, irapetaous, ilang his link in ai#/ 
And swore an oath that itfade tte no/tt^ stare ; 
Then^^rd, and said,''Th^ Coit>es shall find, 'od- 

rott'ero ! 
That if not science, I at least am botiomJ' 



Swift at Boh's sfMtHf-hox, his white fist flew^t 
And soon a shower of the clapesYme^ 
Tapf*4^ Jadt's mauleys, ^m Bob^» M^^Zsrw b^fst, 
M/Tien down he dropped,— and ended '^vmnifiU 

Yet why, oh Muse ! recount the hard-fought fray/ 
Or ten the hits ?-^It is enough to say, 
' Jack tipp'd the Cove enbugh, and bnuh'd away. 



M RANDiOiU: 

Tetttt he pt88'd where Seven-Dwls^ gt^«tt : . 
The piBiaeri-bj, with iu delioioaa tweetaw . 
Where jaci^s diank until the seoses redi 
Where B^auiy 's buikful^ and where 0^i« 's gaUedg 
Thus to himself immortal Randall taid^** 



'* Tbis^f^ this nob, were sure for mt'Uti^ made; 
" And when I think on all the sw^h that I • 
*' Have dmibUd upp and ^^i^d clcatij I sigh^ 
*' To think that I, who am the Fancy* 9 pinkg 
'« Should carry (death and fire !)— a filthy link I. / . 
^ A ladder too, forsooth ! this arm must bear, 
«'That sent Young Snufyf to the Lord knows 
. ''where! . - 



i- • We protestlbr tliis being a noon siBg^kur* - v ■ • -i -r 

. t This Chkk used to amuse his << leisure hours" io seQing 
dog's meat, and was the terror of all neighbouring butcher 
boys, until he had'the ddne miUed <mt of him, by the l^m-^ 
mreU, 



" This rigt m cut i-^h Pridfty ; •»<) tcHn^row, 
[ '* Cwnc weal m' woe, by O Jb ! eome joy or corrow, 
" When oti Jack Wiggins eoutit» Ibr me iny seor^y 
'' IHTbid him |>o^ /^ ^Isiii for me no more t 
*' For me no more shall hogs or simons^ ring, 

'' While Ae delighted lug is listening. 

.■ J.' . , . . . ' •■ 

" God of the Fancy ! now receive my vows, 
" And grant a lavrel to th]f Randatt^i brows : 
" In thnnd'ring^orer^ let me shine sublime, 
" Ifi nohhers famed ; and, when the cry of ' Time' 
" Strikes on my ear, oh, ever, ever ready, 
''Let Jack be found, with f ambles siraigkt, tni^ 
** steady.*^ 

*' * This alhnion of Mr. Ranger'ffto the vulgar method of 
ti^g shillings aad lixpences, is Ughly characteristic. 
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Thas prayM (he RandaQ, while he bent his w^y ^ 
Towards Fi9f«-Gotir/9/ where many a^/2d«A display 
Was wondVing seen« until that dougktjf Ribber 
Burst on them, an electrifying Fibber*. 

Jack soon was matchM with a prime milling blade. 
Whose laurds fleet, he {^ced in en(fless shade. 
And carcase nearly trundled to old Nick-^ 
For soon all dicky Hwad with Western Dickf. 



Holt next came forth, but soon was found at fault; 
For quickly JSoU umg out to Jack to halt 



^'^mtm^i^mm^at^mmmmm^mmmmm | ■ i i i ■ i i 1 1 i ■■ i W <i 

*. 

'* Jack astonished even his most sanguine admirers in 
changing from 2^ to righty and vice versa, using both hands 
with «qual facility, and dropping his man in style. 

t West country Dick, whom he made in half an hour a 
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n^ came the Turner^ ttamed amid t^; galeft, 
Thstt blow chop-cutting, 'mid the rocks of Wates f : 
With right'leg forth*, ai^ fist, whose deadly blpw^ i 
Sent Cbr^uf howling to the shades below. 



For one long hoyr did Mars^ astonishM^ s^e 

Thtfih, the horc, and drop upon the kneCf 

Ere Neddy cried, with skin no longer buff, 

" I think, my milling Coves, I \e had enough ; 

*' And Bill and Joe, who now the j'acfy suck, 

" Can swear as how I 've shewM the primest^pluck^*\ 



* His peculiar mode of fighting, which renderr hiiii difli- 
cult to be^o^-ot; the Nonpareil, however, ^o^in, and wentf^ 
tDwk in style, serving an ^ectment on his chatterers, &c. 

t One of the gamest boxers that eyer peeVd. He used t<^^ 
declare, '^ he'd fight any thing living/' Turner kilFd hiqi 
fairly, — and he was buried like a christian. 
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The Ring vrete pleased at this boM^pcfich j^f JVMts^ 
And flung their greoBy casidrg from their bMdb;i 
Then, as the day-^gtar was quick going down^ 
They wet their wkhtkSj and returned to Towili ; 

T%at start, to ^hom the npell* compcil'd to yidd^ 
And fled all drunk from the disastrous fields 
Next ofier'd Jack ; and soon in ring arrayed. 
Jack tdok the MrU from this hard-hit^ing bituk^ 
Tipped him sdch thumps, that very soon, foy< GoJ^ 
It was ail up Yr\i\i tV Master of the Bolk\. ^ 



* Scroggins, whom his seconds made completely draigik, 
before the battle was half over. 

t It was at this battle, between Jack Martin the Jidleer, 
and the Nonpareil, that Mr. Ranger acquired that figtirative 
style of betting that his friends of the Mey have so mfich 
admired ;— as, " tl^aterioo Bridge to a deal pleak ;*-i«lfiir^ 
lington Arcade to a slop shop." Ac. 
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The Mose kM doiiet-^no«lope «he has to sing 
Qf wonders done by Sftttdafl in tbe ring ; 



For Randall^ now intent alone on gt^in, 

'-J, ■ 

Hath opM a stnall luih-cfib in Chanc'ry Lane^ 
Wbcfe be doth vend the bright enlivening Deady, 
To all Who tip the blunt, or post the ready. 

There shall jroung fiaocbus see his glittering shrine^ 
Ddug'd with strip^me'tiaked, 'stead of wine. 
And from his gorgeous panoply look down, 
Oa lUndaU's gin-^op. with a bitter frown; 
For wine, be loves to view his altars stain, 
But prime blue ruin-^goes against the grain, 

Itandallj farewell ! yet witb parental care. 

The Muse (half blushing) putteth forth this prayer. 
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Which is protective, and indeed at best, 
A sort of civilish, lady4ike request. 

" Shade of Jem Belcher, hover round his nob ; 
Protect his lugs, his chatterers, and gob : 
And from the realms o^Jlambeau-coloured hue, 
Lend him thy nerves, when tipping his One-Two*, 
Thou, too, sweet Chicken, whom the Muse delights 
To praise, not only for thy pluck in fighli. 



tt 



€€ 



t€ 



tt 



tt 



* The One-Two of Jem Belcher was given with such ra- 
pidity, that it was felt and not seen, Randall's is, hi a great 
measure, the same. Bat there was an elegance and grace 
about the Bristol CAompton, that must ever place him before 
the Nonpareil. I have, however, heard a preference given to 
the latter, and that by good judges too ; but the shade of Jem 
must be content — Kean has been preferred, by many, to 
Garrick; and Cowley, who was cotemporary with Milton, 
was thought a far superior poet to the author of Paradise 
Lost. 
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'^ 3utwl)en, amidst the crash of blazing beams, 
" Half chokM with smoke, and sluiced with endless 

" streams, 
" You fearless rushM and saved a female's life. 
Standing undaunted 'mid the deadly strife* ; 



tt 



* In November ISfT, a fire broke out at Mrs. DenzU's, 
silk mercer, in Thomas Street, Bristol ; and the flames had 
made such rapid progress, that the servant of the house, a 
poor girl who had retired to rest in the attic story, was nearly 
enveloped in flames before she awoke to behold her dreadful 
situation. Frantic with despair, she presented herself at the 
Window ; her screams pierced the heart of every beholder, but 
none dared to attempt her rescue. At length Pearce appeared 
in the crowd, and unhesitatingly flew to her relief: by the 
aid of an adjoining house he reached the parapet, and, hang- 
ing over it, grasped her wrists^ and, by mere strength, drew 
her up from the window, and placed her by him on the 
parapet. 
Pearce was a native of Bristol, and was called the *^ Game 
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'' Guard thou, my Randtll; and each millimg day/ 
** Let the sweet Nonpardl ia trimnph march away/' 



Chicken/' froip his never having b?en defeated. He died 
SOtfa April, 1809, aged about thirty-two years. 
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On Moulsey when the moon was bright. 
And comets wing'd their burning flight. 
Was heard the sound of tax-cart light. 

Of Baldwin roiling rapidly. 

But Moulsey when the sun was high. 
Saw clouds of dust in myriads fly ; . 
?^ and m^^/^t rolled by 

Full trot in drunken revelry. 

At early dawn was heard the " sing'' 

Of — " Gear, Bald^, clear the Fancy's ring 

for soon Tom Crib will Randall bring, 

Jahuggy— to fight dev'lishly.'' 
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hen, then arfwe m m«B|Mw dip f 
^or Randall ihtn cameil^pig m^' 

And, when ke geinM the ropes wtthiHi 

-^ 

^ jHe &ng his cQ9ior Tauntingly^ 



Then Torner raised a des^'niBg thou^ 

And whips wav'4 high« «mk &•!» flew oat>— '^ 

For Belobei leiq^'d tb^ Hi>9 witfaiwf, 

AlMl jMtff d iheb^ers dextrously. 

On, TurpciFj on-^n^w^ NfmpaattU, « . 

Let every Uowi in, Ihntdert Uliy 
Your mauk^ts do tbeil' datji^ vmU, v^ 

And tniU ih« jMf r glor 
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His og/ief'liow bolb:)o(i>k askaMie, / - ;:^^ 
Bis^ chattereri all ia air n Af tkiifee,. 
Mow, N«9iparei V tibtinei »Akir cbaMt; 

Awkriieii Ispst won it easily 
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IdiraB POEMS. 

Smile, Moulte;, HnikittVc san i^iif 
Shall once more blaze upon tby plain, 
'And dry cKb cjar«( mantlitig (tain 
^ ■■ Tb«t Turner hai ipilt willingly. 

'-The grata once more *ha]l grow npon 
The apot tf all Ibis ilaugbt'ring fuD, 
Where bluni was lost and jtimtoft won, 

And Deadj guszled merrily 
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